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A SELECT COLLECTION 



(:.-7.6o4. c> 



OF 



r 4 



ORIGINAL SCOTISH AIRS 



FOR THE VOICE. 



To each of which are added 



Introductory & Concluding* Symphonies Sc 



Accompany me nts . for the Violin & Piano Forte^by 



PL EYEL 



With Select & Characteristic Verses by the most admired Scotish 



Poets adapted to each Air, many of them entirely new. 



ALSO 



Suitable English \^rses iii addition to such of the Songs as are written intlit 



Scotish dialect. pHcc a:ih 



DUBLIN PuWishca by HIME at his Musical circulating Library N«54 College Green, where may 
liaci by the same Author, 12 SONATA'S in uhich arc Intro^cd for the Subject of the Atlaffio's and 

hut nicvcmcnto select Scotiuli Airs^Mithan AcconipanymcntTbr a Violin.Pricc each SONATA 2 :8b. 

Nfl. Great variety of new Mii-sic smuI Single Song* . 



I 



C O N T 



N T 




OF THE 



FIRST SET. 




FIRST LINES, 



The fmiling morn, the breathing fpring 

Here awa, tiaere awa, wandering Willie 

"Where is the fmile chat was heaven to our eyes - 

What beauties docs Flora dilclolb 

Behind yon Iiills, where Lugar flows 

O XancVj \vilt thou go witli mc 

Kcar nic, ye nymphs and ev*ry f\v;ifu 

One day I heard IMary fay - - , 

JMy Parie is a lover gay 

CoiiAc, dear Amanda, quit the town 

Will vc go to the ewc-bughts, Marion 

O Mninn, fo fwcec arc ihy kiffcs 

My Hiccp I nc^lcfted, and loft my flicep-hook 

Farcwc-l to Lochahcr, farewel to my Jean 

Ye llieplicrds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain 

Braw, bntw lads on Yarrow braes 

Mary's charms fubduVl my breafl 

Bufk yc, bufli ye, my I)onny bonny bride 

Tliy brars were bonny, O Yarrow Arcani 

In April when primrofcs paint the fweet plain 

'Twas ill that fcafon of tlic year 

From thcc, Eliza, I niufl go - - 

Gin living worth cou'd win my heart 

0 ccafc to mourn, nnliappy youth 

There's aidd Rob Morris, that wons in yon glen 
The nymph that undoes mc is fair and imkind - 
One morning very early, one morning in the fpring 

1 lad I a heart for falfchood fram'd 
O waly waly up the bank 
Hard is the fate of him who loves 
Ah, Chlori.s could I now but fit 
Oh, open the door, fomc pity to flicw 
VVIicn wild wars deadly blafl was blawn 
y\t fctting day und rifing morn 

'J "he night her fiicnt fable wore 
Sweet Annie frac the fcu-bcacli came 
To fair Fidele's graffy tomb 

Shcjihcrds, 1 have loft niy love 



jSIRS. 



The birks of Jnverm^y • - 



.1' 



Here awa,' there awa 

Tweedllde, (Duer) 
Nannie O 

Bulh aboon Traquair 
I'll never leave thee 

Corn riggs, (Duet) 



The ewe-buglits 
My apron deary 
Loehaber 



Galla Water 



The braes of Yarrow 



The yellow-hairM Laddie, (Duet) 
Rodin Caflle 



*Dona!d 

The waefu' lieart 



Auld Rob Morris, (Duct) 



" Gramachrec 



Waly waly 

Gildcroy, (Duct) 
^Oh, open tlic door 

The mill mill O 

She rofc and loot mc in 

^- Sweet Annie 

'^Tlic banks of Banna, (DuctJ 
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THE SMILING MOKNT 



Andante 




[ I ] 



THE SMILING MORN, 



BY MALLET. 



AIR. THE BlIiKS OF INVF-R.MAV. 



A HE fmiling morn, the breathing- Ipring, 

Invite the tuneful bhxls to fing ; 

And while they warble from each fpray^ 

Love melts the univerfal hiy : 

Let VIS, Amanda, timely wife. 

Like them improve the hour that (lies, 

And in foft raptures wafte the day, 

Amons the birks of Invermay. 



For foon the wiaier of t'lC yjar, 

And agf, lifc'i v/ihter, Vvill .-.^I'vari 

At tiii* thy livclv bloom v, iil i'.iJc, 

As iliU v iU drip the veuLint lliade : 
Our t.'lle of iileaiure then is oVr, 

i 

The feathcr'd f ujgflers pk'afc no more 
And when they droop, and we decay. 
Adieu tiie birks of invermay. 
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HERE AWjI, there AWA, &c. 



WRITTEN FOR THIS WORK, 



BY ROBERT BURNS. 



ili:RE awa, there awaj wandering Willie, 
Here awa, there awa, baud awa hame; 
Come to my bofom, my aiii only deary. 
Tell me tho\i bring^ft ine, my Willie, the fame 



Reft, ye wild dorms, in the cave of yonr {lumbers,, 
How your dread Iiowling a lover alarms ! 
Wauken, ye breezes! row gently, ye billows'! 
And waft my dear Laddie ance mair to my, arnis. 



Winter winds blew, loud and cauld, at our parting, But oh, if he's fiithlefs, and minds na his Nanic, 



Fears for my Willie brought tears in my e*e; 
'W^'clcome, now Simmer, and welcome my Willie ; 

The Simmer to Nature, mv Willie to me. 



Flow ftill between us, thou wide roaring maia 
May I never fee it, may I never rrow it. 

But, dying, believe tliac my Willie's my ain^ 



ENGLISH VERSES, to i-he same air. 



WRITTEN FOR THIS WORK, 



BY PETER PINDAR, Esq. 



W HERE is tlic fmile that was heav'n to our eye: 

Where is the voice that enchanted our car ? 
Nought now around us is heard but the fighj 
Nought in the valley is fecn but tlie tear ? 

Blefl is tlie cottage thy charms fliall adorn ; 
There will the moments be wing'd withdeliglus 
Pleafure with thee Hiall arife at the morn ; 
Rapture retire with ihy beauties at night. 



Marian, thy form was a fun to our fliade-, 
Cliac'd were the glooms when it beam'd on our plains 
Leave not, O leave not the verdures to fade j 
Let not chill durhnefs furround us again. 

Tell us what tempts thee to fly from our grove ? 
What is our crime that our valley flioultl pine? 
Say, dofl thou pant for the conqueils of love? 
Tlic hearts of our llicplicrds already are thiiie. 
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HERE AWA THERE AWA 
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Iiarghett 





Here a -wa, there a -wa, wand -cr - ing- Wlh - - LIE 



H ere a - 





wa • hand a - "Wa hame 



Come to my ho - som my ain oa - ly 





_ _ . Dea _ - rie, Tell 



I fib 



■ 

thou bring*'8t me 



y 



WILLIE the same 



1 
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WHAT BEAUTIES DOES PLORA DISGtOSE 



DUET 

Adag io ^ 





"What iKsmtics does Flora disclose, How sweet are her smiles Tipon Tweed, yet MAB^s still sweater t 





What leanties doQi Flora disclose, How sweet are her smiles trpon Tweed., yet. MARSf^ still sweeter than. 





those, both mtiirc and fancy exceed. 




iLiisy nor svoet Wushinp rose , . !Nbr 



all the* g'ay 




r 
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WHAT BEAUTIES DOES FLORA DISCLOSE? 

I 

r 

BY Mr. CRAWFORD, (of the Auchnames Family.) 



Air. 

m 

w HAT beauties does Flora di(clofe? 
How Aveet are her fmiles upon Tweed ? 

Yet Mary's ftill fwceter than thofe ; 

Both Nature and Fancy exceed. 
No daily, nor fweet-blufiiing rofe. 

Not all the gay flov/ers of the field. 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thofe, 

Such beauty and pleafure can yield. 

The warblers are heard in each grove. 
The linnet, the lark, and the chrufli. 

The black-bird, and fweet-cooing dove, 

Withmiific inchanc ev'i*y bufli. 
Come, let iis go forth to the mead. 

Let us fee how the prinirofes fpring; 
We'll lodge in fome village on Tweed, 

And love while the fcather'd folks fing. 



TWEEDSIDE. 

How does my love pafi the long day ? 

Does Mary not tend a few fliecp ? 
. Do they never carelefsly ftray, 

While happily flie lies afleep? 
Tweed's murmurs flaould lull lier to refl:, 

Kind Nature indulging my blifs; 
To relieve the fofc pains of my breaft, 

rd fteal an ambrofial kifs. 

« 

'Tis llie does the virgins excell. 

No beauty with her can compare ; 
Love's graces around her do dwell. 

She's faireft wliere tlioufancis arc fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ftray? 

Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed : 
Shall I feek them on fweet- winding Tay ? 

Or the pleafanter banks of the Tweed ? 



I 
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BEHIND TON HILLS, &c 



BY ROBERT BURNS. 



AIR. Mr NANIE, O. 




EHiND yon hills %vhere Lugar flows, 

'Mang miiirs, and niollt's many, Oj 

The wint^iy fun the day has cloi'd^ 
And ril awa to Nanie, O, 

Tho' weftlin ^vinds blaw loud and fliillj 
And it's baith mirk and rainy, O i 

I'll get my plaid, and out I']] Heal, 
And o'er the hill to Nanie, O. 

My Nanie's cliarming, fwect and young ; 

Nac artfu' wjltrs to win yc, O : 
IN^^ay ill befa' the nattering tongue 

Thar wad be'juile my Nanie, O. 

J k-r face is fair, licr heart is rnic. 
As fpotlefs ii.s Jlv's bonie, O 

7 hx' o[)'ning gowan, wat \vi* dew, 
Nac piMcr is than Nanie, O- , 



A country lad is my degree. 

And few there be than ken me, O5 

But what care 1 liow few they be, 
I'm welcome ay to Nanie, O, 

My riches a's my penny fee, 

And I maun guide it cannie, O; 

But warld's gear ne'er Troubles me. 

My thoughts are a', my Nanie, O. 

Our auld Guidnian delights to view 
His fhccp and kye thrive bonie 

Sut I'm as blythc that bauds his pleugh, 
And has nae care but Nanie, O. 

Come wdl, come woe, I care na by, 
ril tak what Heav*n will fend me, O: 

Nae iriier care in life have I, 

But live, and love my Nanie, O. 



E N G L IS H V ER S E to the same air 

BY Dr. PERCY. 



O Naxcv, v.'lle iliou go witli me, 
Nor figh to leave the Haunting town? 

Can filent glens have charms fur thee, 
I'he lowly cot and rufTet gown ? 

No longer dreft in filken ihcen. 

No l(jnG;cr decked with jt-wcls rare; 



Say, Ciuill thou quit each courtly k'cne, 
Wlicre thou wtrt faired of the fliir. 

O NaiKv, when tliou'rt far away, 
\Vilt thou not cad a willi behind ? 

Say, canll iIiou face the pnrcliing ray. 
Nor fiuink before the wintry wind? 

O can tliat foft and gcnde mien 

l/,):tremcs of hardlhip k-arn to bear 5 

Nor, lad, regret cacli courdy fecne, 
Where lliou wert fairell of the fair? 



O Nancy, canit thou love fo true. 
Through perils keen with me to go ? 

Or when thy fwain mifliap Ihall rue. 
To Iliare widi liim the pangs of wo ? 

Say, fliouVl difeafe, or pain befal. 

Wilt thou afhime tlie nurfc's care ? 
Nor, willful, ihofe gay fccncs recal, 
Where thou wert fairell of the fiir? 

And wJicn at lafl: thy love fliall die. 
Wilt tliou receive his parting brenth ? 

Wilt thou reprefs each ilrtiggling figh, 

And cheer with fniiles the bed of deadi ? 

And wilt diou o'er his breadilefs clay 

% 

Strew llow'i's, anil drop the tentler tear f 
Nor //»/*;; re^^ret diofe fccnes fo gay, 
Wlicrc thou wert fairell of the fair ? 
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and slirill: and 




y plaid, and otrt 1^11 steal, and o'^cr the hiD to NAN-NIE, O. 
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HEAR ME YE NYMPHS 



Adagio 
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HEAR ME, TE NTMPHS, 



BY Mr. CRAWFORD. 



AIR. THE BUSH ABOON TRAQUAI 



H EAR me, ye nymplis, and evVy fwain, 
ril cell you how Peggy grieves me; 

Tliough tlius I languilh, thus complain, 
Alas ! flie ne'er believes me. 

My vows and fighs, like filcnt air. 
Unheeded never move her. 

At the bonny bufli aboon Traquair, 

'Twas there I firfl: did love her. 



Yet now flie fcornful flies the plain. 

The fields we then frequented ; 
If e'er we meet, (he flaews difdain^ 

She looks as ne'er acquainted. 
The bonny bulli bloom'd fair in May, 

Its fwcets I'll ay remember; 
But now her frowns make it decay. 

It Hides as in December. 

Ye rural powers, who hear my drains. 

Why thus fliould Peggy grieve me f 
Oh ! make her partner in my pains, 

Then let her fmiles relieve me- 
If not, my love will turn defpair. 

My pafiion no more tender % 
ril leave the bufli aboon Traquair, 

To lonely wilds V\\ wander. 
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ONE DAT I HEARD MART SAY. 



BY Mr. CRAWFORD, 



AIR. — I'll never leave thee. 



E day I heard Mary fay. 
How fliall I leave thee? 
Stay, dcaicd Adonis, flay, 
Vv'liy wile thou grieve mc ? 

Alas ! my fond heart will break. 
If thou liiou'dfl: leave me; 

ril live and die for thy fake. 
Yet never leave thee. 



Say, lovely Adonis, fay, 



Has Mary dcceivVl thee : 
Did e'er her young heart betray 
New ]o\ c diac's griev'd chce ? 

My conRant mind ne'er fliall ftray, 
Tliou may'It believe mc, 

I'll love thee, lad, night and day, 

And never leave thee. 



Adonis, my charming youth. 

What can relieve thee? 
Can Mary thy anguifli fboche 1 

This breaft fliall receive thee 
My pafTion can ne'er decay. 

Never deceive thee : 
Delight fhall drive pain away, 

Pleafure revive dice. 



But leave thee, leave thee, lad, 

How fliall I leave thee? 
O ! that thought makes mc llid, 

ril never leave thee. 
Wlicre would my Adqnis fly I 

Why docs he grieve me? 
Alas ! my poor lie-art will die. 
If I lliould leave thee. 



ONE 



DAY 




HEARD MARY SAY. 



6 



Adagio 






How shall I 



leave, thee. Stay, dcariest A DO-NIS, Stay Why -wrili thou 






leave 



1^11 livx2 and die for thy sake 9 Yet 



leave thee. 
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MY PAT IE IS A LOVER GAY. 
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DUET 
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MT PATIE IS A LOVER GAl 



BY ALLAN R A M S A Y. 



AIR. CORN RIGGS. 



Patie is a lover gay, 
Plis mind is never muddy. 
His breath is Tweeter than new hay, 
Plis face is fliir and ruddy. 



His fliape is handfome, middle fizcs 

He's ftately in his wawking; 
The fliining of his ecn furprizej 

'Tis heav'n to henr him tawking, 



Lall night I nice him on a bawk, 
Wliere yellow corn was growing,- 

There mony a kindly word he ipake> 
That fet mv heart a- glowing. 



He kifi.\l, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And looM mc befl: of ony ; ^ 

That gars me like to fing finfyne, 
" O corn riggs are bonny." 



ENGLISH VERSES, to the same air. 




OME, dear iVn-iandn, quit the to wn^ 
And to the rural hamlets fly i 
Behold, the wint'ry ftorms arc gone, 

A gentle radiance glads the llcy. 
The birds awake, the flow*rs appear> 

Earth fpreads a verdant couch for thcc j 
^Tis joy and miific all we hear ! 

'Tis love and beauty all wc fee ! 



Come, let us mark the gradual Q)rjng, 

How peep the buds, tlie blo/Tom blow; 
Till rhilomcl begins to fing, 

And perfect May to fj)read tlic rofc. 
Let us fecurc the /Lort delight. 

And wifely crop the blooming day : 
For foon, too /bon it will be night, 

Arifc, my love, and come away. 



[ 8 ] 



WILL TE GO TO THE EWE-BUGHTS, MARION 



w 



ILL yc go to the ewe-bughts, Marion, 



And wear ia the ihcep wi' me ? 
The fun fhines fweet, my Marion, 
Bue nae half fae fweet as thee. 
Tli.c fun, &c. 

O Marion's a bonny lafs. 

And the blych blinks in her e'e; 
And fiiin wad I marry Marion, 

Gin Marion wad marry me. 
And fain, 



I've nine milk-cwcs, my Marion, 

A cow and a brawny quey ^ 

I'll gi' them a' to my Marion 
Upon her bridal-day : 
I'll gi', &c. 

And ye's. get a green fey apron. 
And waiftcoat o' London brown ; 

And wow but ye wili fae vap'ring; 
Whene'er ye gang to the town* 
And wow, &c. 



I'm young and ftout, my Marion; 

Nane dances like me on the green 
And gin ye forfake me, Marion, 

I'll e'en draw up wi' Jean. 
And gin, &c. 



ENGLISH FE R S E Sy to the same air, 

WRITTEN FOR THIS WORK, 

BY PETER PINDAR, Esq. 



O MaKian, fo fweet arc thy kifTcs, 
Thou fliouldft not thy flicplicrd rcfiifc. 

Behold ! they are fo many blifles. 

And nought, my dear girl, wilt thou lofc, 

Thofe lips were created for plcafure, 
Then> wherefore, deny thy poor fwain ? 

Say, thou feeleft the lofs of the treafure, 
ril give thee thy kifles again* 

Then, Marian, moft chcerfoUy deal 'em. 
By fuch prcfents thou can'ft not be poor; 

So fruitful thy lips when I ftcal 'cm. 
They quicldy arc cluftcr'd. with more 



-pi 
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WILL YE GO TO THE EWE -BUGHTS MABJOM 



Andante 





"Will ye g-o to the e^vc -Wg-hts M^VRIONT, and vrear in the sheep 



LC ? 




Th 
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MY SHEEP 




NEGLECTED 



Largo 






mi 



^-_sook, No more for A-iMINTA fresh ,g;ar lands I wovef for am^liiiiou I said^voaldsoou 
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Mr SHEEP I NEGLECTED, &c. 

BY SIR GILBERT ELLIOT. 



AIR. MY APRON DEARY. 



M 



Y ftieep I negleded, I loft my ftieep-hook. 



And all the gay haunts of my youth I forfook. 
No more for Amynta frelh garlands I wove ; 
For ambition, I faid, would foon cure me of love. A love fo well founded, a pafTion fo true. 



Through regions remote in vain do I rove. 
And bid the wide ocean fecure me from love j 
O fool ! to imamne that ought can fubduc. 



O what had my youth with ambition to do ! 
Why left I Amynta, why broke I my vow ? 
O give me my fticep, and my flieep-hook reftore, 
ril wander from love, and Amynta no more- 



O ! what had my youth with ambition to do ! 
Why left I Amynta, why broke I my vow ? 
O give me my flieep, and my fheep-hook reftore, 
I'll wander from love and Amynta no more. 



Alas ! 'cis too late at thy fate to repine ; 
Poor lliepherd, Amynta no more can be thine 
Thy tears are all fruitlefs, thy wifties are vain. 
The moments negledted return not again. 
O what had my youth, &c. 



[ 1° ] 



FARET'FEL TO LOG HABER, &c. 

BY ALLAN R A M S A Y. 



AIR. LOCHAEER. 

1^ AiiEwjiL CO Lochabcj-j farewel to my Jean, Tho' hurricanes rife, and raiie evejy wind. 

Where hcartfonic thee I have imony day been; They'll ne'er make a tennpefl: like that in my mind; 
For Lodubcr no more, I.ochabcr no more, 
We'jl may-be return to Lochaber no more. 
Thclc tears that I flicd rhey are a' for my dear. 
And not for die dangers attending on Aveir ; 

Tho* bore on rough feas to a fixr bloody fliorc. 
May-be to return to Lochaber no more. 



Though loiideft of thunder on louder waves roar. 
That's naething like leaving my love on the fliore, " 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain'd ; 
But by cafe that's ingbrious no fame can be gain'd; 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I maun deferve it before I can crave. 



Then gioiy, my Jcany, maun plead my excufe ; 
Since honour coinm.ands me, how canlrefufe? 
Without it, I ne'er can have merit for thee, 
And lofinG; rhv flivoiir I'd better not be. 
I 2:ae then, mv lafs, to v/in honour and fame. 
And if 1 Ihould chance to come glorioufly hame, 
I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o'er. 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 



SHEPHERDS AND NTMPHS 



ADORN. 



EY WILLIAM HAMILTON, Esq^ OF BANGOUR. 



THE SAME AIU. 



Vl ihepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay, plain, I fiill at her feet, and implore her with tears j 
Ai)['»m.ii.h from your fpoics, and attend to my flrain j Her aniwer confounds, while her manner endears i 

When foftly /lie tells me to liope no relief 
My trembling lips blifs her in fpite of my grief. 

By niglu while I /lumber, flill haunted with care, 
I dart up in anguifli, and figh for the fair : 
The fair fleeps in peace i may flic ever do fo ! 
And only when dreaming imagine my woe. 
Then gaze at a diftance, nor farther afpire. 



Aiiiongfl all your number a lover fo true, 
Was ne\r lb untlone witli fuch blifs in his view. 
V/ascvcra nyn"i|)h fo hard-hearted as mine? 
She knows me (incere, and llie fees how I pine: 

She does not diltliiii mc, nor frown in her wrath i 
But calmly and mildly refigns me to deadu 

She calls me her frieml, but her lover denies; 



She fmiles when I'm cheerful, but liears not my fighs. Nor think flie fliou'd love whom flie cannot admire 



■ 

A bofom fo flinty, fo gende an air, 

Infpires me with hope, and yet bids me defpair 



Hull) all thy complaining j and, dying her Have, 
Commend her to hcav'n, and iliyfclf to the grave. 




L - 



FAREWEL TO 



LOCHABER 



lo 



Affcttuoso 







Ijecn, For Loch-ihcr nq^ more, Lochabcr no more, tvc" 11 may —"be re —turn, to Lo-chaber no 
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xnorc. IJ'hcsc tears that I Hhcd they arc for my dear, And 5o for the dang-^JCs at 





tcndinir on vcic; Tho^ "bore on roiurh seas to a far Moo^dy shore, may -he to re 

^ ' LJ_ . Hl9 l>i \ .^k . I 
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BR AW 



LADS 



ON 



YARROW 



BRAES 



Andante 





Braw Braw Lads on. Var — row Braes , 




Tvan - der tliroug*li the 





1»loo ^. ming: hca.thcr; But .Yar^rov Braes nor Et - trick fhaws, cau 





match the LadH 



of 



Gal * la va ^tcr. 
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BRjlW LADS 



N TARROtF BRAES. 



WRITTEN FOR THIS WORT., 



BY ROBERT BURNS, - 



AIR. GALLA ,/ATER. 



Br AW, braw lads on Yarrow braes. 

Ye wander thro' the blooming heather j 
But Yarrow braes, nor Ettrick lhaws. 
Can match the lads o' Galla water. 



Altho' his daddie was nae laird. 
And dio' 1 hae na meikle tocher, 

Yet rich in kindeft, trueft love, 

We'll tent our flocks by Galla water 



But dicre is anc, a fccrer. ane, 

Aboon dicm a* I loo him better; 
And I'll be his, and he'll be mine, 

Tlie bonnie lad o' Galla water. 



It ne'er was wealth, ic ne'er was wcJch, 

That cofc contenti-nenr, peace, orplcafurci 

The bands and bills o' mutual love, 
O that's tlic chiefcll warld's trcafurc ! 



MART'S CHARMS SUBDUED MT BREAST. 

WRITTEN FOR THIS WORK, 

By the Hon. ANDREW E R S ICI N E, of KELLIE. 



THE SAME AIR. 



M 



ary's charms fubducd my brcaft. 



Her glowing youdi, her manner winning, 
My faithful vows I fondly prcfs'd, 

And marked the fweec return beginning. 



Years of nuptial blifs have njHcI, 

And Aill I've found her iiv-re endearing i 

liach waywanl pafTion e-'iuroiirt!, 
Kach iinxious care, each furrow chc.irinrr. 



Fancy warmly on my mind. 

Yet paints that ev'ning's dear declining; 
When raptur'd firfl. I found her kind. 

Her melting foul to love rcfigning/ 



Children now in rujjy M(;oni, 
With ardefi, look ;:ta'nr:i )ii e-j 



urtinr' ; 



Their infmt liniles cli!|K'l cac!i :I')o:nj 
Around our hut fo gaily fpoitin'% 



[ X2 ] 

BUSK TE, BUSK T &c. 

BY WILLIAM HAMILTON, Esc^ 



'--flJPusi: yc, buH: ycj my 



AIR, THE BRAES OF YARROW. 



j^,JLJvsK yc, buHiyCj my bonny bonny biiJe, 

Bulk yc, bufk yt-, my winlbme marrow j 
Bull: yt J bu(k yc, my bonny bonny bride. 

And Think ^a;^ ma'u on tlu* br^^s of Yarrow, 
B* WJ^Lre gat ye that bonny bonny bride ? 

Where gat ye that winfomc marro.v ? 
/L I giC her where I dare n^z wul be fecn, 
lining the birks on the braes of Yarraw. 

V/crp not, weep notj my bonny bunny bride^ 

Weep not, weep not, my winfomc marrow, 
Nor let thy heart lament to leave 

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow* 
5. Why docs file weep, thy bonny bonny bride ? 

Why does (he weep, thy winfonifi marrow ; 
And why daro ye nac mair well be fcen, 

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow ? 

^4 Lang maun fiic weep, lang maun flic, maun flie weep, 

Lang maun flic weep with dule and forrow. 
And lang maun I nac mair well be fccn 

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow ; 
For Ihe has tint hir luver luver dear, 

Kir luver dear, the caufe of forrow. 
And I hac (lain the comrlieft fwain 

That e'er puM birks on the braes of Ycrrow. 

Why runs thy aream, O Yarrow, Yarrow, red > 

Why on thy braes heaid the voice of forrow ? 
And why yon melanchnlcous weeds, 

Hunu on ihi* bonny birkii of Yarrow ? 
What \ nndcr fl Mts on the rueful, rueful ftrcam ? 

V/h it \nndLM floati. ? O dulc and forrow! 

'Ti; h-, tlu- ^om-ly fvvnin I (lew 
Uj^ii: Lh ■ dull ful braei of Vairow. 

^^ i'h^ O \va(li I.I3 wounds, hi: wounds In tears, 

Jhy woundi i I tears, with duto and forrow j 
And wr»p his linnbs in mourning weids. 

And lay him on the braes of Yarrow. 
'1 hrn build, then build, yc fifters fincrs fad, 

Ve fillns; fa!, his lomb wnh forrow. 
And WLcp -'unifid in waefnl wife 

Hl^ haplcfc fate on the braes of Yarrow. 



Curfe ye, curre ye, his ufelefs ufclcfs fliielJ, 

My arm that wrought the deid of forrow. 
The fatal fpcar that pierced his brcaft, 

His comely brcaft on the brcas of Yarrow- 
Did I not warn thee not to lue, 

And warn from li^jht ? But to my fonow^ 
0*er raftily bald a ftronger arm 

Thou met*ft, and fell on the braes of Yarrow- 
Sweet fmcUs the birk, gtcen grows green grows the grafs, 

Yellow on Yarrow*s banks the gowan. 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock. 

Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 
Flows Yarrow fweet? as fwett as fweet flows Tweed, 

As green its grafs, its gowan yellow, 
As fwcct fmells on its braes the birk, 
The apple frae the rocks as mellow. 

Fair was thy luve, fair fair indeed thy luve, 

In flowVy bands thou him dldft fetter; 
Tho' he was fair and well bcluv'd again, 

Than me he never lued thee better* 
Bulk ye^ then buflc, my bonny bonny bridti 

Bulk ye, bulk yc, my winfomc marrow. 
Bulk ye, and lue me on the banks of Tweed, 

And think nac mair on the braes of Yanow* 

C, How can I bufk a bonny bonny bride ? 

How can 1 bufk a winfon-tc marrow? 
How lac him on tlie banks of Tweed, 

That (lew tny luve on the braes of Yarrow ? 
O Yarrow fields, may never never rain, 

T4u dew tby tender bloflbtns cover j 
For there wa& bafcly flain my luve, 

My luve, as he had not been a luver* 

The boy put on hii robes, his robes of green, 

Hib purple \'vi\t *twa$ my ain fewing ! 
Ah ! wretched nic ! 1 little little kcnd 

He was in thefc to meet his ruin* 
The boy took out his milk-white milkMvhite fteedj 

Unhecdfi'l of my dule and forrowj 

But ere the toofal of the night. 

He lay a corps on the bra^s of Yarrow, 



Much I rejoicM that waeful w«ful day ; 

I fang, my voice the woods returning; 
But lang ere night, the fpeat was flown 
That flew my luve and left mo mourning. 

What can my barbarous b?-Tb:^rous father do. 

But with his cruel ra^e purfutr me ? 
My luver's blood is on thy fpc.M-, 
How can'ft thou, barbarous man, tlion woo me 

My happy fiftrrs may be may be proud ; 

With cruel and ungentle fcofiir, 
Way bid mc feck on Yarrow lirats 

My luver nailed in his cofiin. 
My brother Douglas may ujibraid, 

And ftrive with threat'ning worils to move ms • 
IVly luvcr's blood is on tliy fpc.vr, 
How caa'il thou ever bid jnc luve ihcc } 

Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve; 

"With bridal Ihcets my body covtr j 
Unbar, yc bridal maids, the dnor, 

Let in the cxpc6tcd hufband Kn-cr. 
Ilut who the expcdled hulband hufband is ? 

His handsj nietliinlcs, arc bathM i[i Daughter; 
we ! What ghaftly fpcftfc's jou. 

Come in his pale IhiouJ, bleeding after ? 

Pale as he is, here lay liiin, Liy him down, 

O lay his cold head on my pillow ; 
Talc aft*, tjlcafi' ihifc brida! wcids, 

And crown iny careful head with willow. 
Pale cho^ thou art, yet beft, yc: bell btluv'J, 

O could my warmth tu iUc rcdorc thee I 
Yet lyc all night between my breaft s ; 

No youth lay ever iherc before thee. 

Pale pale indeed, O luvcly luvely youth, 

Forgiv, forgive fo foul a ihuijhter ! 
And lye all nii;ht b<.-;wecn my broaflf. j 

No youth Ihdlt tvcr lye there after. 
^. Return, return, O mournful mournful btidci 

Return and dry thy ufelefs furrow j 
Thy lover hcoJs nought 0? thy fiyhs, 

He lyes a corps on the braes of Yarrow. 



THT BRAES PFERE B O N N 7", &c 



B V THE REV. Mr. LOGAN. 



T, 



n V br.vs wrrohnnny, O * Yarrow flrcam, 
WhtMi firft on tin ni I nu t my Invrr, 
Tluy bi.K's ht)\v tirt aiy, O V.irrnw Ihcim ! 

When n'nv thy wjvl- 1 hi:* bo^ly cover! 
Tor ever now, O Y.urow llrt'-iini 

Thru >ir: i'» mc .i llriMin (if furuw j 
Tor nrvcr on \h\ b.inl l flj il) I 

Hi'IujU my K)vi"» ilic ll r.vn of Yarrow. 

II'' pmniibM r^v: i\ hilllc \v!iUc n.tilj 
To \ < .ir WW to )ji . Lithrr*^^ h nvtMb j 
1 1 ■ j.MinliM iiH' .1 liitlr jngp, 

To *r|'.iirr 111'' lt» hi'- f.itli. 1'.- low'rs ; 
lit »nil*M wi" .1 Wiliiin[; linj',— 

Mb' 'AnLlinit-tiiy w.t: fuM tu-moirow:^ 
Ni vv li'- r. v-t .hi ii ii. bis ytaVf^ 



THE SAME A.IRi 

Swcpt were Ws wniih when lift wc mrli 
My pillion 1 tis iVccly t'lM him ! 

ClufpM in U'}'^ Muv y I link thoui^bt 
Th:it I HiouM n< vrr more bcholii hiJUi 

Scaicc w,ib Ik* ijoik-, I l.uv hiy i^hni] j 
It vanilliM u'i;li ,i jliiiclt of furrow 1 

'i^irlcc iiid tiic w.Krr-wr.vhh nfccnti* 

And cJVG i\ ^lMf\x\ cioaii thio* Yarrow. 

Ilis mollu-r from tlic vvuMow JuulcMj 
With .ill the lon^fiiit; of n niothrrj 

I!if» lilllr fifter Wcrpinj; wnllt'J 

Thf [jircn-wood path tu mn I licr brotliir j 

Tbry rriu;^ht him catl| they roii];ht him wcQ] 
They r>u^ht htm all Uig tWclt tliuioui*li } 

Thry only (jw the cUm^l of iiij;bt, 

'J hiy only hcarJ the roar of Yaiiow ! 



Ko bngcr from iby window bjk| 

Thou lirvfl: no forii ihou Urndcr mother! 

No loMj^jcr wallc, thou lively m.^itii 
Ah!ii iliou hafl nomr^rc a brother! 

No lon^M-r finlc liim r:iflorwcft| 

Anil fcu-li no \no\t^ the forcft thurouj-U 

For wan'icrlng in ihc ni(;hl fo daik, 

He fell 3 lifclcfs corfc in Vamnv. 

The tct\r fiiall never leave my cbcr-ici 

No nihcr youih flwU b- my ni-irroWf 
rU fccic lliy body in the Artani, 

And then with ihct- TU nccp h\ V,uiow# 
TIjc trjr did never leave her chi'ck 1 

No other youth hccimc! hir marruw; 
Slir found hib btidy in the nr<*:<ni| 

And now with liim ib: Ucipa in Vairow, 



" 'Vhr ciiiii.d reader will obfti vr , that in the fnO and ihird llncii of the firO. vcrfc, the interjection O is a.UcJ, to fuit the me.ifurc of the air }— but in ijcncrnl, th.U lib* , 

tliij art' \.\\iru only when found abfolutrly necclTuy- 
Ii is \\vrr to Iv (iljfrrvrd| ill In, with icfpcft to ihiu as well a!, othrr Snnp^j thai where the Air rrijuiirh the JuJ} woid of tht- line to he rmjdiatic, and the Peel fumctiincr, ii.- ^ 

trntly thrown this Linpltariu upon tlic fccQtid wuid 01 fylUUri—thc Sin^^rr has only tn fuch a cjIi: to tupply a c|uavcr for lllc uiicmphalii, liitl \void« 



BUSK 



YE 



Busr 



YE. 



Affettuoso 
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IF— 1 




• 






Bosk ye, bxisk yc, my bonny bonny bride, and think me mair on the braes of Yar.row. 






got her whcro I dare m veil be seen, Pji-inff tlic birks on the brac« of Yar-rov, 
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In APRIL WHEN PRIMROSES . 



DUET 

Andante 
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IN APRIL, WHEN PRIMRO SESy &c. 



BY ALLAN RAMSAY. 



AIR. THE YELLOW KAIR i) LADDIK. 



Tn April, when primrofes paint the fweet plain, Thefliepheal thus fung, — Tho' young Madie be fiir, 



And fummer approaching rejoicech the fwain; 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 



Her beauty is dafliM with a fcornful proud air ; 
But Sufie is handfoine, and fweetly can fing, 



To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees grow. Her breath's like the breezes perfum'd in the fpring. 



There, under the lhade of an old facred thorn, 



That Madie, in nil the gay bloom of lier youth, 



With freedom he fung his loves cv'ning and morn; Like the moon is inconftant, and never fi)oke cruih, 



He fung with fo fofc and inchannng a found. 
That Sylvans and Fairies unfeen danc*d around 



But Sufie is fiidifu], good-humour*d, and free, 
And fair as the goddefs who'fprung from the fca. 



That mamma's fine daughter with all her great dow'r. 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently four : 
Then, fighing, he wifli'd, would parents agree; 
The witty fwe?:t Sufie his miftrefs flioukl be. 



I 

'TITAS IN rUAT SEASON OF THE TEAR. 



BY RICHARD HEWIT. 



AIR. 

^1 WAS in tliat feafon of the year, 
When all things gay and fweet appear, 

That Colin, with the morning ray, . 
Arofe and fung his loiral lay ; 

Of Nanny's charms the lliepherd fung, 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 
"While Rofline caftle heard the fw^n. 
And echo'd back the chearful ftrain. 

Awake, fweet mufe, the breathing Ipring 

With rapture warms, awake and fingj 
Awake and join the vocal throng. 
And liail the morning with a fong: 

To Nanny raife the chearful lay, 
O bid her hafte and come away; 
Iji fweetefl: fmilcs herfdf adorn, 

And add nc^v graces to the morn. 



ROSLIN CASTXE. 

O hark, my love, on ev'xy Ipray 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay ; 
'Tis beauty fires tJie ravilh'd throng, 
And love infpires the melting fong : 
Then let my ravi(h*d notes arife. 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes. 
And love my I'ifing bofbm warms. 
And fills my foul widi fweec alarms- 

O come, my love, diy CoIIn*s lay 
With rapture calls, O come away ; 
Come while the mufe this wreath iliall twine. 
Around that modeft brow of tliinc j 
O hither hade, and with thee bring 
That beauty blooming like the fpring, 
Thofc graces that divinely fliine, 
And charm this ravifli'd Jicart of mine. 
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'TWAS IN THAT SEASON OF THE YEAH 



A.ndant 





in. that sea— son of the year, -^^ni all thing^s gay and sweet ap_-pear, That 





IS 



FBOM THEE ELIZA 




MUST 



GO. 



Larghetto 




5» 




From thee E- LI^ZA I mast go, and from my native shore: The orii-d fates be— 





-tAVcen us throw a bouadlcfs O — ccaii's roar. 




But "boTtndleis O- ccanls roariiiff wide he— 




L J 





4 




.twccnmylovc and mc, Thiy nc^vcr never can divide, JVIy heart and. {bulfrbpAthcc* ^ 




c 
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FROM THEE, ELIZA, I MUST GO 



BY ROBERT BURNS. 



AIR. DONALD, 




ROM thee, Eliza, I muft go> 
And from my native fliore : 
The cruel fates between us throw 

A boundlefs ocean's roar: 
But boundlefs oceans, roaring widc> 

Between my love and me, 
They never never can divide 

My heart and foul from thee* 



Farewcl, fircwel^ Eliza dear^ 

The maid tluc I adore 1 
A boding voice is in inine ear. 

We part to meet no more ! 
But the laft tlirob that leaves my hearty 

Wiiile deaui Rands viftor by> 
That throb, Eliza, is thy part^ 

And diinc, that latefl: figh ! 




[ i6 ] 



GIN LIVING WORTH, &c. 



AIR. THE WAEFU HEART 



G 



m living wortli could win my heart, 



You wou'd na' fpcak in vain ; 
But in the darkfoine grave it's laid^ 

Never to rife again. 
My waefu' heart lies low wi' his, 

Whofc heart was only mine : 
And oh ! Avhat a heart was that to lofe ; 



But 1 maun no repine. 



Yet oh! gin heav'n in mercy foon 

Would grant the boon I crave. 
And tak this life, now naething worth, 

Sin Jamie's in his grave. 
And fee his gentle fpiric comes 

To fhew me on my way, 
Surpris'd, nae doubt, I ftill am here 

Sair wond'ring at my ftay. 



I come, I come, my Jamie dear, 
And oh! wi' what gude will 

I follow, whcrfoe'er ye lead. 
Ye canna lead to ill. 

She faidj and foon a deadlie pale 
Flcr faded cheek poflefl:, 

Her waefu' heart forgot to beat 

Her furrows funk to reft. 



ENGLISH VERSES, to the same air, 



o cEAEi: to mourn, unhappy youth I 

Or think this bofom hard ; 
My tears, alas! mult own your trudi, 
And wifli it could reward. 

Th* cxccfs of unabatinfj: woe. 
This tortur'd breall endures, 

Too well, alas ! mufl. make me know 
The pain iliat dwells in your*s. 

Comlemn'd like you to wccj) in vain, 

1 feck the darkcft grove, 
And fondly bear the fliarped pain 

Of never-hoping love. 



My wafled day, in cndlefs fighs. 

No found of comfort hears i 
And morn but breaks on Delia's eyes 

To wake her into tears. 

If flecp flioultl lend her friendly aid, 

In fancy I complaiji, 
And hear fome fad, fome wretched maid, 

Or fee fome pcijur'd fwain. 

Then ccafe tliy fuit, fond youtii, O ceafe 
Or blame the fiites alone ; 

For how can I rcflore your peace, 
Wiio quite have loft my own ? 



* 4 
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LIVING WORTH. 
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Actagio 



1 J g 



1 






vou^d.m speak la vain--, But in tlic darfcsSiie grave iVn laid, ne'er, neicr to 




rise a- g-ain. 



My -ivuc- ill' lies 



whose heart was 
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THERE'S AUL D ROB MORRIS . 



DUET 

Andante 





Thcrc^s . aa 




ROB MORRIS that \*ron.s in . 



grlen, he''^ the King^ o.' g^ude 




There's axdd ROIJ MORRIS that , vom in yon fflen, he's the King b' g^de 




fel ^Igw^ and wale (if^ anl<l men 



lie has govrd in his 



cof^fcrs, he has 




fd l.]ovS and Wale of atilcl 



men 



Ho h;is g-owd in his 



cof-fcrs- he has 
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T HERE'S AULD ROD MORRIS, &V. 



WRITTEN FOR THIS WORK, 

BY RODE R r n URNS. 



AIR, AULD ROE MORRIS, 



X here's auld Rob Morris that v/ons in yon glen. 



But oh, file's an Iicirefs, auki Robin's a laird ; 



He's the king of gudc fellows, and wale of aukl men ; And niy daddie has nought but a cot-houfc and yard: 
Pie has gowd in his coffers, he has fliecp, he has kine, A wooer like me niaiuina hope to come fpeed ; 
And ae bonnie kiff.e, bis d«;r)ing and mine. 



She's freih as the morning, the faireft in May, 
She's fweec as the evening ainang the new hay; 
As blychc and as artlcfs as the kimbs on the lea, 
And dear to my heart as the light to my c'e. 



The wounds I muil hide which will foon be my dead 

The day comes to me, but delight brings mc 
The night comes to me, but my refl: it is gane : 

I wander my kmc, like anight-troubled ghaiflj 
And I figji a»j my heart it wad burft in my bread;. 



0 had flie but been of a lower degree, 

1 then miglit Iiae liop'd flie v.ud Hnil'd upon mc ! 
O, how pafl.' ck'fcriving had then been my blifi. 
As now my dillraflion no words canexprefs! 



THE 



TMPH THAT UNDOES ME, &c. 




THE SAME AIR, 



HE nymph that undoes me is fiir and unkind. 
No Icfs than a wonder by nature defign'd ; 
She's the grief of my heart, and the joy of my cyc^ 
And the caufe of a flame that never can die. 

Her moutli, from whence wit obligingly flows, 
H;*i:i the beauiiful bkiHi, and the fmcll of tlie rofe : 
L/)ve and defliny both attend on her will j 
She wounds with a look, with a frown flic can kill. 

The defpcratc lover can hope no rcdrefs, 

M'here beauty and rigour arc both in cxcefs ; 

In Sylvia they meet j fo unhappy am f, 

Who fees her miifl love her, who loves her mufl; die 



[ i8 J 



ONE MORNING FERT UARLT, &c. 



SAID TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN IN BEDLAM, 

BY A NEGRO. - 



AIR. GRAMACHREE. 



o 



NE iTiorning very early, one morning in the fpring, 



I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfiillY did fing ; 



ril make a ftrav'y garland, 1*11 make it wond'rous fine; 
With rofcs, lillies, daifies, I'll nnix the eglantine ; 
Her chains flie ratded on her hands, while fwecdy thus fung flie ; And Til prefent it to niy Love when he returns from fca ; 
I love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves me. 



For I love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves me. 



O cruel were his parents, who fent my love to fca, 

And cruel, cruel was the fliip that bore my Love from me 



Oil, if I were a little bird, to build upon his breaft ! 
Or if I were a nightingale, to fiiig my love to red 1 



Yet I love Ills parents, fmce they're his, altho' they've ruin'd me; To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my reward fliould be ; 



And I love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves me. 



For I love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves me 



O fliould it pleafe the pitying powVs to call me to tlic fky, 
l\\ claim a guardian angel's charge around my love to fly j 
To guard him from all dangers how happy fliould I be ! 
For 1 love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves me. 



Oil, if I were an eagle, to foar into the Iky ! 
rd gaze around with piercing eyes where liiiy Love might fpy 
But ah, unhappy maiden ! that Love you ne'er fhall fee ; 
Yet I love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves me* 



HAD I A HEART FOR FALSEHOOD FRAM'D, Gfr, 

BY R. B. SHERIDAN, Esq. 



THE SAME AIR. 

H AD I a heart for falfchood franiM, I ne'er could injure you; 

For tho' your tongue no promifc claim'd, your cliarms would make me true; 

To you no foul fliall bear deceit, no ftrangcr oiler wrong ; 

But iricnds in all the ag'd you'l meet, and lovers in the young. 

But wlicn they learn, that you have blefl another with your hcait, 
Tlicy'll bid afpiring pafTion rcfl, anJ ad a brother's part : 
Then, lady, dread not tlieir deceit, nor fear to fulFer wrong; 
For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, and brothers iji the young. 



ONE MORNING 



VERY 



EARLY 



18 



Adagio 







Bcd.lam, vho knoTirn^aLly did singly Her chains she rat^tlod on her hands, "while 



O WA L Y WAL Y. 



Affettuoso 





[ ^9 ] 
O IF ALT WALT, 



AIR 



G WALY waly up the bank, 

And vvaly vvaly down the brae. 
And waly waly yon biirn-fidej 

^Vllcre I and my love wont to gae* 
I Jeant my back unto an aik, 

I thought it was a truftie tree ; 
But firft it bow'd, and fyne it brake. 

Sac my true love did lightly me. 

O waly waly love is bonny, 

A little time while it is new; 
Eiit when it's auld, it waxeth cauld, 

And fades awa' like morning dew; 
O wherefore fhoii'd I bulk my head ? 

O wherefore fliou'd I kame my hair 
For my true love has me forfook. 

And fays he'll never loe me main 



WALV WALY. 

Now Ardiur-feat fall be my bed. 

The flicets fall ne'er be warm'd by me 5 
Saint Anton's wall fall be my drink. 
Since my true love's forlaken me. 
O Mart'mas wind, whea wilt thou blaw. 

And fhake the green leaves afF the tree ? 
O genrie death, when wilt thou come ? 

For of my life I am wearie. 

'Tis not the frofl: that freezes ftUy 

Nor blawing fnaw's inclemencie ; 
'Tis not fic cauld that makes me cry. 

But my love's heart grown cauld to me. 
Whan we came in by Gla/gow town, 

We were a comely fight to fee j 
My love was i* the black velvet. 
And I my fell in cramafie. 



But had I will: before I kifst, 

That love had been fae ill to win, 

I had lockt my heart in a cafe of gowd, 
And pin'd it wi* a filler pin. 

Ohj oh ! if my young babe were born. 

And fct upon the Nurfe's knee. 
And I myfell were dead and gone, 
For a maid again TU never be. 



HARD IS THE FATE OF HIM fFHO LOFES 

BY THOMSON. 



H AKD is the fate of liim who loves. 

Yet dares not tell his trembling pain. 
But to the fympathctic groves, 

But to the lonely lift'ning plain. 

Oh, when flie blefles next your fludc, 

OIj, when her footftcps next arc feen, 
In flowery tracks along the mead. 
In frciher mazes o*er die green. 

Ye gentle f()irits of the vale, 

To whom the tears of love arc dear, 
From dying lillios waft a gale. 

And figh my forrows in her ear. 



THIS SAME AIR. 



O, tell her what flie cannot blame. 
The* fear my tongue mufl ever bind; 

Oh, tell her that my virtuous flame 
Is as her fpotlels foul refinVk 

Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chafter tcndcrncfs his care, 

Nor purer her own wi/lies rife, 
Not holier her own ilghs in pray'r. 

But ifi at firft, her virgin fear 

Should n:arc at love s fufpe(5led name, 
With that of frienddiip foothe her ear 
True love and friendHiip are the func. 
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AH! CHLORIS COULD I NOW BUT SIT. 



AIR. GILDEROY. 



Ah! 



! Chloris, cotild I now but fit. 



As iinconccrn'd as wlien 
Your infant beauty could beget 

No happinefs nor pain. 

'When I this drawing did admire. 

And prais'd the coming day, 

J little thcught that rifing fire. 

Would take my reft away. 



Your charms in hannlefs childhood lay 

As metals in a mine; 
Age from no face takes more away, 

Than youth conceal'd in thine. 

But as your charms infcnfibly 

To their perfcftion prefl: ; 
So love as unperceiv'd did fly. 

And center'd in my breaft. 



My paffion with your beauty grew, 
While Cupidj at my lieart. 

Still as his mother favour'd j^ou. 
Threw a new flaming dart. 

Each gloried in tlu-Ir wanton parts 
To make a beauty, flie 

Employ 'd the utmoil of her art; 

To make a lover, he. 



- t* 
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AH 



CliORI S C OXJLD 




NOW BUT 



SIT. 
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DUET 

Andante 
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ohI open the door. 



Affettuos 







o . pen the door to 



mc 



Oh! 
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OH, OPEN THE DOOR, &c. 



AS ALTERED 



BY ROBERT BURNS. 



4 



Oh, open the door, fome pity to flacw. 

Oh, open the door to me. Oh j 
Tho* thou haft been falfe, Vll ever prove true. 

Oh, open the door to me. Oh. 

Oh, cold is the Waft upon my pale cheek. 

But colder thy love for mc. Oh : 
The ffoR that freezes the life at my bread. 

Is nought to my pains from thee, Oh. ■ 



The wan moon is fetting behind the white wave. 

And time is fetting with me, Oh; 
Falfe friends, falfe love, farewel ! for more, 

rJl ne'er trouble them, nor thee. Oh. 

* 

She has open'd the door, flie has open'd it wide. 
She fees his pale corfe on the plain> Oh ; 

My true love ! ilie cried, — and funk down by his fide, 
Never to rife again, Oh ! 
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WHEN WILD WAWS DEADLT BLAST, 

WRITTEN FOR THIS WORK; 

BY ROBERT BURNS. 



AIR. THE MILL MILL O. 



w Hi:\* wild War*s deadly blaft was blawn, 

And gentle Peace returning, 
And eyes again with pleafurc beam'd 

'\^\\it hml been blear'd with mourning; 

I left die lines, and tented field, 
V\'here lang Td been a lodger. 
My humble knapfack a' iny weakh, 

A poor and honeft foldier. 

A lealj light iieart was in rny breafl:, 

fvly hand unflain'd wi* plunder j 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 

I cheery on did wander. 
I thought upon the banks o' Coil, 

I diuLight upon niy Nancy, 
1 d)ouj;hc upon tlie witchijig ihiile 

TJiat caught my youthful fancy : 

At length I reacird die bonny g!cn> 

'\\'Jiere early life I fporced 5 
I pad the mill, and tryfting thorn. 

Where Nancy afc I courted: 
\\\\\\ rpied I but my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling ! 
And turnM me round to hide the flood 

Tli;^t in my ecn was Avclling. 

\\ '\ aker'd voice, quoth 1, Avect lafs, 



5; 



weet as yon hawthorn's bloITom, 



O ! haijpV) hap|.-y may he be, 
'^i'.at's tlearrll to diy bofom ; 

My purle is llglit, Tvc hx to gang, 
AvA fain wad he thy lodger; 

r\'e /l'ivM my king and countiy lang, 
Take pity on a foldier. 



Sae wiftfully fhe gas'd on me, 

And lovelier was than ever; 
Quo' fhe, a foldier ance I lo'ed. 

Forget him Ilia]] I never : 
Our humble cot, and hamcJy fare. 

Ye freely fhall partake it, 
That gallant badge, the dear cockade, 

YeVe welcome for die fake o't. 

She gaz'd — flie redden'd like a role 

Syne pale like ony lily, 
She fank within my arms, and cried. 

Art thou my ain dear Willie ? 

By Him who made yoji fun and Iky ! 

By whom true love's regarded, 
I am the man — and dius may ftill 

True lovers be rewarded. 

The wars are o'er, and Tm come hame. 

And find thee flill true-hearted ; 
Tho' poor in gear, we're rich in love, 

And mair, weTe neVr be parted. 
.Quo' file, my grandfire left me gowd, 

A mailin plenifii'd fliirly ; 
And come, my faithful foldier lad, 

Thou'rt welcome to it dearly ! 

Forgokl the merchant ploughs the main, 

Tlie farmer ploughs the 
But glory is die foklicr's prize, 

Tiic foldier's wealth is honor \ 
The brave poor foldier ne'er defpife. 

Nor count him as a ilranger, 
ReiViCmbcr, he's his country's Itay 

In d:iy and hour of dangei*. 



TTING Dy/r, ylND 



ISING MORN. 



H Y A L r. A N R A .VI S A Y. 



TUli SAMK AlK. 



Ar fetting day, and rifing morn, 

With foul that Hill fiiall love dice, 
ri! afk of heav'n lliy fafe return, 

V\'ith all that can im[)rove thee, 
ril vific oft die birken htilh, 

Where inii thou kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my blufli, 

Whilil round ihou didR enfold me. 



To all our haunts, I will repair. 

By greenwood- fii aw or fount.iin; 
Or where the fummer-day Td fiiare 

W^ith thee, upon yon mountain. 
There will 1 cell the trees and noi\'V.s, 

From dioughts unfeign'd and tcjuler, 
By vows you're mii.e, — by love i:> your's 

A Iicart that cannot v-^andcr. 



WHEN WILD WARS 



DEADLY 
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BLAST. 



■ 

Andante 




bl^jt was lilawn, and ^cu-tle vcace rc-turuingr, and eyes a-gaUiwith pleasure "beamed, tliat 

I fc. I -I I 




THE NIGHT HER SILEOT SABLE WORE. 

_ \ 



r 
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THE NIGHT HER SILENT SABLE 71' ORE. 



AIR 

The night her filent fable wore, 

And gloomy were the flciesi 
Of glitt'ring ftars appeared no more 

Than chofc in Nelly's eyes. 
When to her fiither's door I • came. 

Where I had often been, 
I begg'd my fair, my lovely dame. 

To rife and let me in. 



SHE ROSE AND LOOT ME IN. 



But ihe, wirh accents all divine. 
Did my f )nd fuic reprove ; 

And wliile flie chid my rafli defign. 
She but infiam'd my love. 

Her beauty oft had pleas'd before. 
While her bridic eves did roll : 

But virtue only had the pow'r 

To charm my very foul. 



Then wlio v.'oukl criifl.'y d.^rcivc. 

Or from fiich beauty p^irc ! 
I lov*d her fo, I could act leave 

The charmer of my heart. 
My eager fondnefs I obey'd, 

RcfolvVl file jlioiiid be ir*i]!;', 
Till Mynien'to my am/.. c:;:i\v-\\i, 

Mv treallire fo di\'ine. 



Nov/ hnppy in my Nelly*:^ love, 
Ti anfiDordng h my j^y ; 

No greater blcfilng can I prove; 
So blefaM a man am I. 

For beauty may a while retain 

con;iuer'd fluct'rini}- heart. 

But virtue only is the chain 
Holds never to depart. 



THE HEAVr HOURS ARE ALMOST PAST. 

BY LORD L V r T L E T O N. 



T ME heavy hours are almoft pafl:. 

That part my love and me ; 
My longing eyes may hope at lafl: 

Their only wifli to fee. 
But how, my Delia, will you meet 

The man you've lofl fo long ? 
Will love in all your [Rilfes bear. 
And tremble on your tongue ? 

Will you, in every look, declare 

Your heart is (lill the fimc ? 
And heal each idle anxious care 

Our fears in abfcnce frame ? 



THE SAMK AIK. 



Thus Delia, thus I paint the fcene 
When fliordy we ihall mccr. 

And try v*'hat ) et jejnains bctu'ecn 
Of loitVing time to cheat. 

But if the dream that foothcs my mind, 
Shall falfe and groundlefs prove; 

If I am doom'il, at length, to find 
You have forgot to lovci 

AH I of Venus aflv is this. 
No more to let us join ; 

But grant me here die fl.itt'n'ng blils. 

To die, and iblnl: you mine. 
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sweet: ANNIE FRAE THE SEA-BEACH CAME 



AIR 




\vi:ET Annie frae the fea-beach came. 
Where Jocky fpdel'd the veffers fide j 

Ah ! wha can keep their iieart at hanie. 
When Jocky's toft aboon the tyde : 

Far alf to didanc reahns he gangs. 
Yet ril be true as he has becnj 

And when ilk lafs about him chrangs. 
He'll think on Annie, his faithful ain. 



I met our wealthy laird ycftreen, 
Wi' gowd in hand he tempted me. 

He prais'd my brow, my rolling ecn, 
And made a brag of what he'd gie : 

Whac though my Jocky's far away 
Toft up and down the awfome main, 

I'll keep my heart another day. 
Since Jocky may return again. 



SWEET ANNIE, 

Nac mair falie Jamie, ling nae mair. 

And fairly caft your pipe aways 
My Jocky wad be troubled fair. 

To fee his friend his love betray; 

For a' your fongs and verfe are vain. 
While Jocky's notes do faithful flow. 
My heart to him, fliall true remain, 
rU keep it for my conftant jo. 

Blaw faft, ye gales, round Jocky's head. 

And gar your waves be calm and ftill : 
His hamcward fail with breezes fpeed. 

And dinna a' my pleafure fpill : 
What though my Jocky's far away, 

Yet he will braw in filler fliine ; 
ril keep my heart anither day, 
Since Jocky may again be mine. 



TO FAIR FIDELE'S GRASST TOMB 



BY COLLINS. 



THI 

X o fiiir Fidele's graffy tomb. 
Soft: maids and village-hinds Hiall bring 

Each op'ning fweet of carlicft bloom. 
And rifle all the breadiiiig fpring. 

No wailing ghoft fliall dare appear 

To vex with Ihricks this quiet grove j 

But fliephcrd lads aflemblc here, 
And melting virgins own their love; 

No withered witch fliall here be feen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew 5 

But female fiiys fliall haunt the green, 
And drcfs thy grave with pearly dew. 



SAME AIR. 

The red- brcaft oft at evening hours, 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

Widi hoary mofs and gathered flow'rs, 
To deck the ground where diou art laid. 

When howling winds and beating rain 
In tempcfts flmke the fylvan ccllj 

Or midft the chace upon the plain, 

The tender thought^n thee fliall dwell. 

Each lonely fcenc fliall thee reftorc. 
For thee the tear be duly fliedj 

Belov'd till life can charm no more, 
And mourn'd till pity's felf be dead. 



+ 4 
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KRAETHE 



BEACH 
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Adag io 




sca^ 



beach came, 'where JOCKVspecl'd the vessel's side; ah wha caa keep their heart at hame^vEen 








2S 



SHE PHERDS 




HAVE LOST MY LOVE. 



DUET 




Shepherds I hicre lost my Love; Have you secii my AN" — "SA} Pride of ev'ry sha-dy grove up 








Shcphcids I have lost my Lave; Have you seen my AN — NA? Pr'idc of ev'ry sha-dy grrovc lip 






on the banks of Ban na. I for her my home for.soolc, near yon min - ty 




moun^tain. Left my flock, my pipc^ orook Greenwood shade 



■11 



fonn .tain* 
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SHEPHERDS, I HAVE LOST MT LOKE. 

\ 



AIR. 

Shepherds, I have lofl my love 5 

Have vou fecn mv Anna ? 
Pride of cv'ry fliady grovcj 
Upon the banks of Banna ! 

I for Iicr my home forfookj 

Near yon miRy mountain 5 
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook. 

Greenwood fliade, and fountain. 



I BANKS OF BANANA. 

Nc\'er ft .ill I fee them more 

Uiitil her reeurninfj;; 
All the j(/y:, of life iir^* (/cr, 

From £^ladn(. fi changM to mourning. 

AVhithcr is mv charmer flown ? 

Shcpherdsj tell me \vlrl:her ? 
Ah ! woe for ir.c, ])crh»ps flic's gone 

For ever and for ever. 



